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table bench in  a  blue  silk frock, dangling her little legs encased in white    silk   stockings    ending    in white   sandalled   shoes.     How    I worshipped that little Elsie; what a   thrill it gave  me  when I  was allowed to choose her as a partner in baby valse or childish cotillon ; how   my   heart   seemed   to   break when  I was dragged home;  how I seldom slept  at night and  kept my devotion religiously to myself, for fear that the purity of my love might be soiled by ridicule or ribaldry ; how it all ended in a dream, as dreamlike it began !    Well, let me dream again !    It is a  child's party  on Twelfth  Night,  for we